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"Don't you think," he suggested, "that it would
be better for me to come up sometime to-morrow?
Your butler is looking a little disappointed."
She laid her fingers upon his arm.
"Pooralli does not understand/' she confided.
"Please do as I wish. It is only a few minutes' walk.
It will take you no time at all. The bungalow is
just behind the acacia trees ... it is a bachelor
bungalow . . . you are not married?"
"No, I am not married/'
"How do you manage about your domestic ar-
rangements?" she asked as they started off together.
"I permit myself generally," he admitted, "the
luxury of a servant. Sometimes I have fits of econ-
omy and do everything for myself. Is this the
place?"
"Yes, this is it," she replied. "It is almost my fa-
vourite amongst the bungalows."
They had turned the corner round a little cop-
pice of closely growing acacia trees whose blossoms
lay like snow upon the ground and whose sweetness
filled the air. In front of them, surrounded by a
rustic paling, was a low building fashioned of the
stone of the neighbourhood, with ancient red tiles
and windows opening outwards. A small garage
stood by its side. There was no attempt at a formal
garden but wild flowers grew almost to the front
door.
"It is delightfully situated, at any rate," Gratiet
remarked.
"I do hope you will like it," she murmured, un-
locking the front door.